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Author's Notes: 


okay plz forgive me if this is like so ooc.. i know only a little about faith no more and stuff so i was just going 
by what i knew and kinda ran with it.. also i hope my take on what u wanted was okay.. since it was kinda a 


broad prompt | thought it would be interesting to write.. anyways enjoy! . 3)" 


Mike's eyes looked nervously around as he was dragged by his wrist down a hallway. 
He hadn't even done anything yet, and here he looked guilty as hell. 


Mike lagged behind as he felt the grip around his wrist being slightly firmer. 


"That hurts." Mike managed to finally say in the silence that was between him and another man, 


The grip immediately slackened when hearing Mike. 


"Why can't we.. You know.. Do this." Mike blushed deeply, he couldn't really get the words out without sounding 


so embarrassed. 


They were in some run of the mill motel on the outskirts of a city. 


Only here for one night, which of course a lot of the guests at this place did the same thing. 


Mike's eyes dart around quickly, his heart started to race, it was enough to feel the pounding in his ears. 


Mike swallowed thickly, "Roddy fucking say something man.. You're weirding me out with all this silence shit." 
He then frowned. 


Mike stared that the back of Roddy's head, his shoulder length blond hair gently moving with his movements. 


Roddy looked back at Mike, he pulled him to the side. 


They were just around the corner of where the vending machine area was. 


Meaning anyone could really walk by and see them. 


"What's the matter getting cold feet?" Roddy teased, having a small smirk on his face. 


Mike blushed, "no.. But why out here for christs sake.. What's you know.. Wrong with the bedroom." He 
mumbled out the last bit. 


Roddy leaned forward, with Mike being pressed against the motel wall. 


"What's wrong with out here.. You're always saying you like living on the edge." Roddy leaned forward more, 


about to kiss Mike. 


Though he briefly stopped, when there were footsteps, with someone seeing them, then quickly shuffling off. 


Roddy laughed, while Mike looked like a deer in headlights when he noticed the person 


"You could have at least picked a b-better fucking spot." Mike grumbled, trying to push Roddy off of him. 


"But | like out here.. You'd think being in the bedroom would be better? The walls are paper thin.. We'd be 
better off fucking against the ice maker, since you're so damn loud all the time." Roddy laughed again, firmly 
pressing Mike against the wall. 


Mike was still flush in the face, "if you think I'm gonna let you fuck me out here, you got another fucking thing 


coming... 


"Usually inside you~" Roddy quipped right back at Mike, he pressed his forehead against the other mon. 


"Shut the fuck up." Mike frowned, his dark eyes glaring at the Roddy. 


Roddy loved pushing Mike's buttons all the time, there was something about seeing the anger in those fiery 
dark eyes of his that turned him in more ways than one. 


Roddy knew he was pushing it a little too far now, seeing as Mike wanted to go back to their room. Though 
that didn't stop him from trying his luck again, since he was surprised he made it this far with the singer now. 


Roddy briefly gave Mike a small kiss, well if you can even call it that, it was more like a peck. 


Roddy took Mike by the wrist again and pulled him to the far side of the area they were in. 


There were quite a bit of vending machines that were around them, which pertained to the usuals. Like pop, 
junk food, coffee, and eating at your own risk sandwiches that were pre made; Like those one from the 50's, 


and the ice machine. 


Roddy pulled Mike to the side of a vending machine, that was actually big enough to block them from view. 


Roddy leaned up against the side of it, and pulling Mike too him. 


"You're fucking crazy if you think I'm gonna do anything out here." Mike whispered, almost sounding like he was 


growling. 


"Just take it easy, okay say if someone see's us out here, what're they gonna do? Call the police?" Roddy 
smiled, he wasn't worried at all personally. 


Mike's eyes flickered off to the side, "harass us maybe." He blushed. 


Roddy shook his head, "see you're overthinking it, all those semi's in the lot man, you think all those ladies we 
saw earlier were those guy's girlfriends hopping in?" He chuckled softly. 


"We're just having a good time like them, so no need to get worried, | doubt they'd care." Roddy shrugged. 


His reasoning did make a bit of sense, but Mike really wasn't buying it. 


"You better not be comparing me to a lot lizard." Mike huffed. 


"Course not, you're too handsome to be one" Roddy smiled, with Mike blushing a little. 


Roddy knew he was finally getting through to the other man, since Mike didn't look like he was going to tear 
off his head anymore. 


Besides pushing Mike's buttons the wrong way, Roddy knew how to do it the right way as well. 


‘lm sorry for being an ass, you forgive me right?" Roddy apologized sweetly, giving Mike a kiss on the cheek. 


Mike blushed, "I really shouldn't you know." He pouted. 


"Aww.. Don't be like that.. | promise I'll be a good little boy now.." Roddy purred right into Mike's ear. 


Mike felt Roddy's hands caress his waist, which made him flush more in the face. 


The singer was getting slightly persuaded by the keyboardist words and actions. 


"Here let's switch things around." Roddy sighed, he guided Mike to the side of the vending machine that he was 


previously leaning against. 


"There now no one can see you, and they'll think I'm the lot lizard~" Roddy stuck his tongue out giving it a few 
flicks. 


That actually made Mike laugh just a little, "you're fucking stupid." Trying his best to sound disinterested. 


Roddy smiled to himself, there it was. He knew if he got the other man to at least laugh he was homefree to 
get them to at least do something a little interesting. 


Roddy nuzzled Mike's neck, giving him a few small kisses here and there. 


Mike sighed softly to himself, he felt Roddy's hands slip under his baggy shirt to caress his waist more. 


| really should just ditch you." Mike's eyes casually looked over from time to time to make sure there was no 


one around. 


"You wouldn't.. We haven't had any alone time together.. Besides I'll do that thing you like with my tongue 
again~" Roddy waggled his eyebrows at Mike. 


"Shut up." Mike blushed and pouted, he turned even more red, when Roddy started to grope his crotch. 


"Just keep it down this time alright?" Roddy smiled, giving Mike a small kiss on the lips. 


Roddy then dropped down to his knees. 


"Shut up, and just suck my dick already." Mike pouted, 


"Since when are you the boss?" Roddy chuckled under his breath, he pushed up Mike's shirt a little so he could 


kiss his stomach. 


Mike blushed, he let himself lean more against the vending machine. 


"Since now" Mike briefly looked around, then looking down at the other man who pulled down his basketball 
shorts. 


Roddy's blue eyes flickered up at Mike, a sly smile soon spread on his lips. 


‘Okay Mr. Boss Man. You want me to suck your cock, then make me." Roddy's hand stroked the outline of 
Mike's cock. 


Mike was getting quite hard under Roddy's touches. 


Mike blushed deeply, he knew Roddy was teasing him again. He could call him out on it or he could actually 
surprise the other man. 


The singer was a little shy in his next actions, he took a hand to Roddy's head, tangling his fingers in his hair. 


"If you don't suck my cock right now, | won't let you fuck me." Mike frowned, he lightly pulled at Roddy's hair 


to make him look up at him. 


"Out here?" Roddy perked up quite a bit. 


The keyboardist would sure as hell take that deal, if that's what Mike was offering. 


Mike blushed deeply, "fuck no, I'm talking in general.” 


That made Roddy pout immensely, "what? We both know you wouldn't last" Saying matter of factly, trying to 
brush off Mike's attempt at a threat. 


"Since when are you an expert? If you don't get to it, you're gonna get nothing tonight." Mike sounded quite 


serious, also pulling up his shorts. 


Roddy huffed a little, "fine." He reluctantly agreed. 


Roddy pulled Mike's shorts right back down, along with his boxer briefs. 


"Good boy~" Mike teased, giving Roddy's head a pat like some faithful dog. 


Strangely Roddy did feel a little aroused when Mike kept petting his head like that. 


Roddy took Mike's half hard cock right into his mouth and started suck. 


Mike gasped under his breath, his hand lightly gripping Roddy's hair. 


Mike swallowed thickly, and moaned just a little under his breath. 


‘So much for being quiet." Roddy thought to himself, as he licked and sucked the tip of Mike's length. 


As moments past it was slowly starting to feel a little unbearable to be quiet like this. 


Mike's teeth were clenched tightly, his free hand gripping the side of a vending machine to keep himself steady. 


"Fuck." Mike whispered out as he blushed deeply in the face. 


Mike tried his best to focus on coming, since he wanted to get back inside as soon as possible. 


Mike tightly bit his lip, his brow furrowed his legs started to buckle under the pleasure Roddy was giving him. 


The singer let out an evident gasp when he felt a slick finger press inside him, which soon after another was 


added. 


Roddy curled his fingers inside Mike over and over again, rubbing against his prostate. 


"You're doing that p-purpose you asshole." Mike growled out, he bit his bottom lip almost hard enough to draw 


some blood. 


It was getting almost unbearable to stay quiet, only managing small whimpers under his breathe. 


Of course Roddy was getting off on this alone, seeing Mike so desperate and frustrated at the same time. 


Mike's eyes rolled back in pleasure as he finally came into the other man's mouth. 


Mike panted deeply, he felt completely exhausted. 


Roddy pulled his mouth off of Mike's cock, giving it a few good licks clean 


"You did better than | thought." Roddy teased playfully, at the fact that Mike stayed so quiet like he did. 


"Fuck you.." Mike sighed heavily, then pulled up his underwear and shorts. 


"I think we might have some time for that~" Roddy waggled his eyebrows at the other man. 


Mike blushed, "hell no. You're lucky you even got to suck my dick" He pouted, walking out from behind the 


vending machine. 


Roddy pouted right back, following after Mike. 


"Well what about me huh?" Roddy huffed, with still a pout on his face. 


"What about you?" Mike sounded disinterested as they headed back to their rooms. 


"Miiike.. Come on.. You can't leave me hanging, and after | gave you the world's best blow job too!" Roddy 
pretended to sniffle and sound upset. 


Mike blushed, "would you shut up! Everyone doesn't need to know!" He whispered to the other man 


Roddy took a nice deep breath, actually about to yell it over the balcony. 


"Don't you dare.. Just get the fuck back into the bedroom alright, or lll fucking kill you and leave you for the 
lot lizards!" Mike huffed, and feeling around for his keys. 


Roddy briefly mulled it over, thinking Mike would actually follow through. 


Mike opened the motel room door, and looked back at Roddy. 


"Well. | guess it's been awhile since we had shower sex." Roddy briefly mused, as he itched his chin 


"We never had shower sex." Mike blushed, and also glaring Roddy wanting him back into the room so no one 


else would over hear. 


Roddy looked over at Mike a little slyly, as the bedroom door closed. 


"No." Mike's muffled voice could be heard through the door. 


Which followed by a silence. 


"Hey! PUT ME DOWN!" Mike's voice barked. 


Faintly you could hear muffle talking, then a sound of light click of a door on the inside followed by water 


running. 


The End. 


